OH GAY ARE THE GARLANDS

bruised right arm; she had never felt violence before,
even as a child: she had been a good and obedient
little girl: dying, her mother said so. She supposed
the violence had not been great, less painful anyhow
than changing over from the state she had been in,
the difficult but somehow maintained balance of
hopes and fears which she had been having to face.
She had not seen Harald yet, only Wolf, the Icelander,
with his sun-reddened skin that turned white again
under the edges of his bleached hair. She did not
know if things would be the same or changed. She
wondered how much she had ever known him.

Suddenly something began to happen. Every man
who was not actually rowing had got his arms full of
baggage and was hurrying along the gangway be-
tween the rowers* benches to the stern of the galley.
Harald was shouting orders to them; they watched
him and obeyed to the second. He was steering the
galley himself and he seemed to feel with his body
every movement she made. Anastasia kept her eyes
on him from between the curtains of the poop-house,
but he did not see her. What had happened was that
the Emperor had at last heard what was going on and
had ordered the chains to be put across the mouth of
the Golden Horn, the chains that ordinarily were only
there if an enemy attack was feared from the sea.
Now it was to keep the Varangians in, like naughty
children trying to run beyond the garden gates. At
each end of the chain the guardships waited to
laugh at the barbarians caught in the trap. So they
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